The phonograph is standing on a chair in the road and in      73
a moment a canned voice will be screeching a poison song
from the time of the Turkish occupation. . . .
In a few minutes we shall be at Nauplia. The whale
is now electrified and his memory, which had probably
been refreshed by the brief nap, is working with diaboli-
cal accuracy on the shreds of a detail which he was too
lazy to elaborate on before. The passengers are clearing
out and we are caught up and carried along like corks to
the forward deck. Near the rail, the first to disembark, are
two prisoners escorted by gendarmes with rifles. They are
chained to one another by handcuffs. The thought occurs
to me that he, Katsimbalis, and myself are also chained
to one another, he the teller and I the listener, and that
' we will go to the end of the world this way, not as prison-
ers but as willing bondsmen.
Nauplia is dismal and deserted at night. It is a place
which has lost caste, like Aries or Avignon. In fact, it is
in many ways suggestive of a French provincial town, at
night more particularly. There is a military garrison, a
fortress, a palace, a cathedral—and a few crazy monu-
ments. There is also a mosque which has been converted
into a cinema. By day it is all red tape, lawyers and-judges
everywhere, with all the despair and futility which fol-
lows in the train of these blood-sucking parasites. The
•	fortress and the prison dombate the town. Warrior,
jailer, priest—the eternal trinity which symbolizes our
fear of life. I don't like Nauplia. I don't like provincial
towns. I don't like jails, churches, fortresses, palaces,
libraries, museums, nor public statues to the dead.
The hotel was a bit of a mad-house. In the lobby there
were engravings of famous Greek ruins and of Indians
from the Amazon and the Orinoco. The dining room was
•	plastered with letters from American aad English tour-
ists, all praising the comforts of the hotel in extravagant

